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The End is the Beginning is the End 


Author's Notes: 
Kinda bittersweet and sad. My first Led Zep slash fic. 


The tousle headed blonde man sitting in a chair absently looked up at a calendar nearby. It was the fourth of 
December. He breathed a heavy sigh. Had it really six weeks since he lost his best mate? Robert looked back 
down at the stack of press clippings and photos from the last dozen years on the table and rubbed his 
temples in exhaustion. Hours had passed since his first glances at them. The group photos of the band drew 
him back in like a talisman. A half chuckle escaped his lips as he perused them. Robert playing the coquette 
with his golden locks flowing down past his shoulders, Jimmy dark and wistful as always, Jonesy remaining an 
understated enigma. But always Robert's eyes traveled back to the images of the bear of a man he had 
practically grown up with. A half smile, half sob remained on his haggard features as he felt another lump in 
his throat rise up as the memories came flooding back. After the weeks passed with the funeral and the time 
spent with Pat Bonham, the shock had almost worn off. But would likely never quite go away. Today was a 
turning point and a press conference was scheduled. Robert could not help but heave another sigh as he 


lowered his head into his hands. 


Abruptly, there came a knock on the door. Robert looked up in time to see the thin, dark haired guitar master 
walk in. "Jimmy, l.uh..wasn't expecting you for another half hour," stammered Robert as he tried to collect 


himself. "| was just thinking about what needs to be said today.’ 


Never a very robust man like their departed drummer, Jimmy looked even more gaunt than ever. More than 


just grief for Bonzo's passing was taking its toll on his body. 
"Oh..should | leave, mate?" 


"No. Stay," Robert intoned with a pleading look in his bloodshot eyes of the loneliest man in the world. He paused 
for a long moment before beginning again. "I've just been wondering about will happen now. | don't. just..God. | 


don't have any words anymore." 


As Robert's body became wracked with fresh sobs, Jimmy strode over to the chair he was slouched over and 
knelt down in front of him. The hands that commanded many a guitar to evoke primal screams of ecstasy 
started on Robert's shoulders and traveled up his neck until they came to rest on both sides of his face. 
Robert looked up when he felt Jimmy's hands supporting his head and saw a single crystalline tear fall from 


one of Jimmy's liquid brown eyes. 
"| know, Robert. | know." 


"But do you? God, Jimmy, I've practically lost my whole world First it was Karac and now Bonzo. Losing my son 
and best friend. But you seem to be a step behind them! Richard Cole thought it was you who died when he 
heard. Not Bonzo, but you, Jimmy. And | can't let you do that, Jimmy. For how much we've been through?" 
Robert sighed once more after seeing Jimmy's thunderstruck look and began again. “Jimmy, please, this can't 


go on much longer. | care for you too much..| love you, mate..” 


Jimmy reached his arms around the despondent vocalists neck and softly stroked the limp blond curls as they 
held each other for several moments. Jimmy broke the embrace and looked back at Robert, just inches from 


the face of the man he knew so well. 


"Robert..| would never want to hurt you..sometimes | just get so lonely sometimes. You can have all the 
friends and girls in the world but still be so very alone. All these years, though we've had our differences, 
you've been there for me in so many ways and I've never told you how | felt. Playing night after night 
together. Even from the beginning, you were so beautiful to me. My golden god. | don't know if you mean it in 


the same way as | have always felt, but..| love you, too." 


They stared at each other for what seemed like minutes. Slowly Jimmy's fathomless brown eyes began to 
close as he leaned in towards Robert's face. Their lips brushed together slowly at first but parted as the 
melancholy sadness gave way to the longing for physical and emotional intimacy. Robert's initial surprise at his 
friend's boldness was tempered by this new bittersweet pleasure he had never experienced. Neither his wife 
Maureen nor the parade of countless nubile young women engulfed him with such a sense of abandonment and 
bliss as this. Robert felt his need rise as the raven-haired man slowly nip at his neck with increasing intensity. 


Both were soon breathless and flushed as Jimmy saw Robert respond to his touch in ways that could have 


given Black Beauty a run for her money. 


With a jolt, the two broke apart. The phone on the table rang with a shrill insistent tone. Neither answered the 
phone, but figured it was inevitably someone calling to remind the two to appear for the press conference in a 
short while. Each man exchanged a long look at the other that had a mix of longing but with a mutual 
understood finality. Despite the magic of the past two decades, the spell was broken and they could not 


continue as they had. 


